BEFORE you begin to read this 

week's issue of LADY PENE- 
LOPE, I'd just like to remind you to 
address your envelopes clearly when 
writing to us, especially if you are 


sending up for a special offer such as 
the pendant offer. Remember, too,, 
that you must not enclose any other 
correspondence or applications with 
competition entries, other than your 
entry coupon. If you do enclose any- 
thing else, | am afraid your entry will 
be disqualified. Now—back to this 
week's letters page! And of course, 
all the readers whose letters are 
printed on this page have each won 


WRITE TO: 


SLEEPING MENAGERIE 


When I went to London Zoo, I found 
that nearly all the animals were asleep 
except for some lions, elephants, birds 
and seals. It really made me fed-up— 
even the dingoes were asleep and I had 
wanted to see them especially. 


Sandra Kempster, 
Kilworth. 


But the poor animals can’t be expected to 
keep up a constant show, just for the visitors. 
Even animals have to have a little peace and 
quiet ! 


BUNGLED IT! 

My brother was getting married and I 
had to have my hair in a bun like the 
other bridesmaid. Unfortunately, I have 
short hair, so the hairdresser had to 
make me a bun out of false hair. As I 
was walking down the aisle, I felt my 
false hair begin to wobble. Then 
suddenly it plopped to the floor. I 
didn’t half feel a fool! 


Marie Sherlock, 
Hackenthorpe. 


WE ARE NOT AMUSED 


Last week our class challenged the staff 
to a friendly netball match. On the day, 
the masters turned up in flimsy white 
tennis skirts and 
the mistresses 
turned up in 
knee length 
tennis shorts. 
This annoyed 
me because our 
staff are always 


doing dilly 
things that really 
aren’t a bit 
funny. 
Eileen Ikoku, 
Margate. 


Oh, well—I expect all the teachers had a 
Taugh, even if the pupils didn't ! 


BENNY FACTOR 
I am called Benita. At school they call 
me Benny. You can guess why! 


Benita Hill, 
Heston. 


RODEO 


I went to America last year with my 
mum and dad to visit my aunt. She 
took us to a rodeo. The cowboys rode 
bulls, bucking horses, and had to lasso 
baby calves. It was very exciting, and I 
met some of the cowboys afterwards. 

Glynis Ball, 

Le 


eds. 


EATING CARD 

I think I had the most unusual 
Valentine’s day ever. A small box 
arrived and when I opened it, it con- 
tained a cheese roll. Written on the 
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MORE ON HOBBIES 


I thought that your readers would like 
to know about my strange hobby. It is 
collecting empty perfume bottles. I 
have now got 308 in my collection, with 
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BICYCLES TO BE WON! 
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crust were the words “Be my Valentine 
—lI’m cheesed off without you.” 


Ann Phimister, 
London W.s. 


Must have been a bit awkward sticking it 
into your scrap-book, though ! 


Si TRINIAN'S girls ride them in 
the new British Lion film, “The 
Great St. Trinian's Train Robbery.” 
Three are going to be given away in 
next week's LADY PENELOPE. What 
are they? Raleigh RSW 16 bicycles! 
For details of the competition, and a 
run down on the film, see LADY 
PENELOPE next week! 
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bottles from all over the world. 
Eileen Kenshaw, 
Morecambe. 


I rather like to collect perfume bottles—full 
ones, though ! 


EASY CONVERSION 
I have just converted my LADY 
PENELOPE ring into a stamper like 
the ones they use in the post office. I 
did- it by taking the wire off the ring 
and glueing the stone to the end of a 
small brush handle. It works beauti- 
fully! 
Susan Jackson, 
Prescott. 


IN TRIM 

Sweets aren't really good for us, 
You really must agree. 
Sometimes we eat too many, 
And then they spoil our tea. 


Our hair must always be tidy, 
This we all know, 

For if we don’t we're sure to find 
That it will surely show. 


Your teeth must always be clean, 

And always sparkling white, 

"Cause if they're dirty and yellow, 
Then you'll have toothache every night. 


Your hair, your mouth, your hands, 
your face, 

Your teeth and figure too, 

These you must look after, 

So that you're clean the whole day 

through. 


Mary Martin, 
London, S.E.22 
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CLUMSY ... ARTFUL... 


‘ER COOKIN’ 
HINSPIRATION LOWLY BE 
OUT IN THE PEACE 
AND QUIET OF THE 
COUNTRY 


But four hours later. | 
oe Say7 
9 NOT EVEN A 


LLIN SANE. ————$—4 
1 THINK HLL a 
PUSH 


UAAGINATION, 
MAKE 
SOME GOOO 


AT THE SAVOY’ " 
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WE WISH TO THANK THE UNITED NETWORK COMMAND FOR LAW AND ENFORCEMENT 


Thrush has found Pro- ji 1 I . May [MEANWHILE ILLYA HAS BEEN PINNED DOWN 

fester Bautiman; aang ss. BY MORE THRUSH MEN IN SOME WOODS... 
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THE LINE TO LINCLE HEADQUARTERS 
VIA THE ORBITING SATELLITE IS 
OPENED... - = 


@OME, MR. 
KURYAKIN. (ZL 
SEND YOU 


MEI) OFF... DRIVING 
ME IN 70 THE tq 
OPEN! 


EVERYWHERE, HE 
AND Miss BROWN 
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ILLYA DIVES OVER 
THE LOWER HALF 
OF THE BARN 
DOOR... 
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LOST H/M. 
NOTHING Wil. 


THE DOOMSDAY 
GOME SHOLILD BE 
MIDDEN SOMEWHERE, 
MN THIS DIRECTION 4, 
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HE slitted visor of a suit of rust- 

ing armour looked down on the 

three friends as they huddled, 
waiting for sleep. The candles they'd 
lit in the candelabra flickered and 
danced, and flung long shadows over 
them . . . but they didn’t, wouldn’t 
look at them. 

And on the black balustraded 
balcony that ran all the way round 
the vast hall of the house, the pictures 
glared solemnly down . . . the cavalier, 
the Regency duke with his powdered 
wig . .. the grim-faced, swarthy man 
with the eyes that were just round, 
empty holes; holes that had shone and 
flashed a moment before with moving. 
living eyes. 

And sleep came at last to Ginny, 
Derek and Sue. Sleep that brought 
dreams. Dreams of the moors, and the 
tents they’d pitched in a gully that 
was a dried-up river bed. Dreams of 
the rain-streams that had washed 
them out. Yes, they could be called 
nightmares... . but none were so real 
as the chatterings and whisperings 
that went on in that lonely house far 
into the dark hours of the night! 


A™ONK, hiding from his persecut- 

ors, had once hidden in the 
panelled passages behind the walls 
of the house on the moors. A swash- 
buckling follower of King Charles had 
Jain there, listening to the clatter of 
leather boots as roundheads searched 
for him. 

But now, the secret rooms, the 
silent backways. were hiding-places 
for two men of a very different kind. 
These men were not swashbuckling. 
They wouldn’t even have known 
what the word meant. They were not 
romantic. 

They were ordinary-looking men, 
in ordinary-looking suits, and one of 
them was called Klaus Von Scharn- 
traus, and the other Holst Schuss- 
knopf. 

Some people would have called 
them spies. Others, agents. For these 
two were second-rate undercover men 
in a foreign organisation, and the 
house was their base. It had been 
Holst’s eyes looking out of the holes 
in the old picture, Holst’s eyes that 
had seen Ginny and Derek and Sue 
arrive. The eyes had been menacing 
and sinister enough, but if anyone 


could have seen through the face of 
the painting, they would have seen 
alarm and dismay. 

“Himmel!” said Holst to Klaus. 
“What are we going to do? Three 
hikers come, they upset our plans!” 

Klaus drew his black, beetling 
eyebrows together and waggled his 
stiff, short moustache—a trick he had 
when he was annoyed. “We wait 
until morning,” he barked. “The 
hikers, they will go. Then we resume 
our radio contact with headquarters.” 

Holst flapped his hands, clenched 
them, and knocked the knuckles 
nervously together. “But when will 
they go, Klaus? The pigeons, they 
might come! They might see them!” 

“You worry too much, dummkopf,” 
said Klaus, and climbed into his 
wooden bunk beside the radio trans- 
mitter. 


TH sun rose early the next morn- 
ing. For once, there were no mists 
on the moors, and shafts of light fell 
through the boarded windows of the 
old house, warming Ginny awake. 

‘The big hallway looked different in 
the daylight . . . not sinister any more, 
but just dusty, and cobwebbed, and 
full of unusual bric-a-brac. The suit 
of armour was just a suit of armour, 
and the pictures on the gallery were 
just pictures. 

“Come on! Get up! Wake up!” 
Ginny shook the bedrolls that muffled 
Derek and Sue, and heads appeared. 

“There's a grate over there, and I’m 
going to build a fire in it, and make 
tea!” 

Soon, there was a kettle bubbling, 
and the smell of toast, and Derek said 


bens Penelope speaking! In the vaults beneath my ma 
Cie cease tn eich Lee acini cect one 
ae ‘unusual ghost story ... 


that the rain on the grass outside was 
steaming in the sun. 

Sue looked round. “I vote we 
explore,” she said. ‘Suppose there’s 
some sort of treasure in this old 
place!” 

“Tt wouldn’t belong to us, even if 
we found some,” said Derek. “But 
you're right. I wouldn’t mind a look 
around, either.” 

Ginny still had a piece of toast in 
her hand to munch as she followed 
the others up the stairs. The boards 
creaked and protested at every step, 
but the sound didn’t bother them. 

And there were rooms off the 
gallery—big, empty rooms with huge 
fireplaces (“You can see the sky if 
you look up ’em,” said Derek). Bits 
of furniture, cracked vases standing 
in corners with battered brooms or 
walking sticks in them, and some- 
times nothing but dust. 

“JT wish we lived here,” said Sue. 
“We could get up every morning, and 
look out of these super big windows. 
And if it was fine, we could go for 
picnics, or anything!” 

“And we'd have horses! If there 
weren’t stables, we could build some. 
We'd have a smashing time!” 

“There couldn’t be better banis- 
ters to slide down,” said Derek, 
climbing astride and disappearing 
out of sight. The girls heard a sonor- 
ous clang as his foot hit the back of 
the suit of armour in the hall. . 


HE clang made Holst wince. 
“Listen to them, Klaus! Just 
listen!” He groaned aloud and turned 
to his colleague, who sat turning a 
jar of instant coffee over and over in 
his hands. 


Ginny Morris and her two cousins, Derek and Sue, are on a hiking ‘holiday on 
Yorkshire Moors. A storm drives them to shelter in.an old, deserted house ...a house 


full of creaks and groans, shadows and dim corners ...a house where they are happier 
with their heads beneath the covers of their sleeping bags . . . 


“I can hear them,” grated his 
friend. “‘Revelling in this confounded 
place, falling more and more in love 
with this moth-eaten old. house every 
minute! I want my morning coffee , . - 
but I can’t have it! Why? Because 
those idiot hikers. would smell. it!” 

“How can you talk of coffee?” 
pleaded Holst. “Soon, the messenger 
pigeons from our colleagues at the 
research base will be flying in. We 
will have to go to them and take the 
dispatches from their legs! How can 
we do this, with those interfering 
snoopers wandering around?” 

Klaus drummed his fingers irritably 
on the side of the radio transmitter 
that linked them with their head- 
quarters in Europe. “We will have to 
get rid of them, Holst. This is clear.” 
He paused, and his moustache 
twitched as he thought. 

Suddenly, he snapped his fingers 
and looked up. “Do you remember 
how frightened they were when they 
first arrived in this house?” 

“Ja, ja!” Holst’s head nodded 
violently. 

“Then,” Klaus said, “We will have 
to re-establish that fear . . . and scare 
them off . . . once and for all!” 

Holst’s mouth fell open, and he 
stared, fascinated, as Klaus ran to the 
twin bunks and pulled a sheet from 
among the hedclothes. “Scissors!” 
snapped Klaus, and Holst reached 
for a pair and held them out, like a 
man in a trance. 

He watched as his friend snipped a 
pair of oval holes in the sheet, close 
together. 

“W-what are you doing, Klaus?” 
he asked nervously. 

“I'm making a ghost, you fool,” 
said Klaus, and flung the sheet at 
Holst. “There. Put it on.” Holst 
fumbled. “No, not that way,” yelled 
Klaus . . . and then, lowering ‘his 
voice to a whisper, in case anyone 
overheard, “this way!” He draped the 
sheet carefully over his colleague so 
that it hung down to the floor on all 
sides. 

“Can you see? Good. Then you will 
fool those hikers. They are only 
youngsters.” 

‘There was a pause, and then Holst’s 
voice came through the sheet, strange- 
ly muffled. “You are very clever, 
Klaus. I wish I could think of things 
as quickly as you!” 

Klaus sighed, and steered Holst up 
a flight of battered stairs within a 
passage behind the panelling of the 
walls of the house. 

You will appear to them,” he 
instructed. “But you will be as wise 
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not to talk.” He added: “In fact, 
don’t even make any moans. If you 
do, they will undoubtedly be suspic- 
ious.” 


LONG the gallery, Ginny was 
feeling the texture of a draped 
damask curtain. “Look at the em- 
broidery in it,” she said to Sue. “It 
must have taken some needlewoman 
months to do!” 

“And all it’s doing now is moulder- 
ing away,” said Sue. “Hey! What’s 
Derek found?” 

Her brother was up at the far end, 
his face pressed to the wall, cheeks 
puffed out. 

Red in the face, he turned to them 
as they hurried up. “It’s one of those 
whistle-tubes,” he said. “Look! You 
blow here, and a whistle blows some- 
where downstairs, in a butler’s pantry! 
T saw it in an old film!” 

“And then the butler rushes up to 
see who’s calling him?” said Sue. 
“Let's go down and see where the 
other end is! Then we can call up to 
each other!” 

The three of them scrambled down 
the stairs and ran through to the 
back of the house, cobwebs flying and 
dancing everywhere as they passed. 

Sure enough, there were the ends 
of the tubes . . . but the whistles had 
long since gone. 

“Never mind,” said Ginny. “Maybe 
we can find some rooms with bell- 
ropes in, and we can pull those.” So 
they all walked back into the hall, 
and began to climb the stairs . . . 


T was at that moment, on the far 

side of the gallery, that a hidden 
panel opened in the wall, and the 
sheet-covered figure of Holst was 
pushed on to the landing by Klaus. 
The ‘ghost’ stood there for a second, 
while the panel noiselessly closed 
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behind him, and then his eyes, 
through the slits in the sheet, picked 
out the three figures at the head of 
the stairs, their backs towards him. 

Holst swallowed loudly. He was 
almost frightening himself! “I am 
glad,” he thought foolishly, “that 
there are no mirrors up here, so that I 
can’t see myself.” 

Then he walked forward, his arms 
outstretched, and the creaking, age- 
old boards of the landing beneath his 
feet groaned, complained, and split. 

Without a sound, for he was too 
astonished to utter a word, Holst 
Schussknopf shot through the sudden 
gap in the boards and disappeared 
from sight into the depths of the 
*tweenstairs pantry, while Ginny, 
Derek and Sue whirled round on their 
heels . . . and saw nothing! 

“There’s a hole in the floor!” 
shouted Derek! “Some of the wood’s 
given way!” 

He led the rush to the gap, but 
what he saw below made him start 
back, and cannon into the girls, Now 
his face was white, and his eyes were 


wide . . . and his voice was scarcely 
more than a whisper. 

“Down there 
skeleton!” 

And Ginny crept to the edge, 
peered down, and bit her lip at the 
sight of the heap of bleached bones, a 
sheet draped loosely over them .. . 


it—it’s a 


TO BE CONTINUED 
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LYNDA 
WINS OIL 
PAINTING 
OF ILLYA 


Imagine waking up every morning to see this 
gorgeous portrait of David McCallum in his role 
as Illya Kuryakin gazing down at you from the 
wall! Well, that is what Lynda Barlow, (10) of 
Woolton, Liverpool, can do from now on... 
because she is the winner of the recent “Ilya” 
competition, and this fabulous portrait is her 

rize. 

Pictures of Lynda being presented with her 
portrait at her local ABC cinema will appear in 
LADY PENELOPE very soon. 

The correct word selection for the competition 
was: CB AB A A. The judges also took into 
consideration age, neatness and originality of 
sentence completion when selecting the winning 
entry. 

ABOUT THE PORTRAIT 

It_has been specially painted for LADY 
PENELOPE by famous artist Ronald Embleton, 
who is pictured here. It measures 24 feet by 3 feet 
and shows Illya in typical “Man from 
U.N.C.L.E.” pose. 

FOR THOSE WHO DIDN’T WIN... 

A full page colour reproduction pin-up specially 
for all the disappointed LADY PENELOPE 
readers who didn’t win this fabulous portrait 
will be printed in next week’s issue—so don’t 
miss it! 


xt’s Bassett’s Bassett's Bassett’s Bassett’s Bassett’s Ba, 


YEAH! YEAH! 
Jelly Babies! 


We name no names, 
but a certain pop group 
is believed to rate 
JELLY BABIES top of 
the sweet parade! 
Look for BASSETT’S 
on the pack! 
Raspberry ’n orange ’n 
lime ’n lemon ’n 
blackcurrant all in — 
together in a } 1b pack for only 10d! 


ON SALE MAY 13 


af 
QUARTER POUND MET 


ON SALE MAY 13 


GEARED FOR PRIZES, 


FASHION, THRILLS, LAUGHTER, FEATURES 
‘s Bassett’s Bassett’s Bassett’s Bassett’s Bassett’sBa> AND STORIES 


<oed Bassett’s Bassett’s Bassett’s Bassett’s Bassett’s Bassett’s Bassett’s Ba, 
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& 
48 pages for only 2/- 


8 


OIL FOR ONE AND ONE FOR OIL... THOSE HILARIOUS HILLBILLIES HAVE STRUCK IT RICH! 
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ME A YEAR AGO TODAY... GOL THOUGHT 
1 COMMEMORATE THE 
be MTH A LITTLE GUT / 


ae 


SEE THAT SHADOW P = BUT BY THE TIME GRANNY” 
1B REGISTERING = NS TO THE SUN-DIAL. 


— d 
GRANNY IS STILL WAITING FOR LEQ y i x 4 HOLD ON THERE, GRANNY! 
THE SHADOW TO REAPPEAR WHEN] 4/7 7 / PANT He SLND WERE WE CO, .1ETHROL MY 
7 = = Cr ages ay FALITS NO CLOCK COULD /o > 
x ‘ ; oA. (POSSUM STEW SHOLILD BE READY 
CeA, es g BY THREE OCLOCK.,.5O WATCH 
f 4 OUT FER 7HAT SHADOWS 
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CNN 
NG 
W-NO CRAM... STOP! THAT 


AN eZee (Hy 
WA WTA, THE HORKE/ WED 
SENN) BB EES 
DLN - DIAL. COST OVER THREE 


AT THAT MOMENT MR. DRYSDALE DOLLARS. 
HAPPENS TO BE PASSING eaten z 


AAAHH! THATS. THE 
SECOND LOT OF GOOD J 
VTTLILS THAT 


<I 
YOU BIN ROBBED, 


MEA 

ALARM CLOCK THAT 
TELLS THE TIME 
SETTER THAN THB! 
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THE UNUSUALLY COLD TONE IN PENNY’S: 
VOICE IS ENOUGH TO TELL BRENDA HER 
LADYSHIP IS NOT JOKING... 


1 DON'T NORMALLY 
USE THESE THINGS... 

THE BANGS GIVE ME A 
HEADACHE... SLUT YOU 
WILL COME WITH L/S, OR 
1 SHALL BE FORCED 

TO BUY SOME 

ASPRINS LATERS 


WILL BE UNABLE 
Dy 70 REMEMBER 


SUSAN CLIVEDON WATCHES BRENDA 
AS LADY PENELOPE LISES A HAIR PIN 
TO OPEN THE FACTORY ENTRANCE... 


BRENDA... THE 
REAL PURPOSE 
BEHIND YOL/R 

PRECIOUS 
WOMEN'S RIGHTS: 


BOTH GIRLS COVER 
ot THE AREA QUICKL ¢ 


BRENDA_SIMMONDS: 

{ WiLL SCREAM WHEN SHE 
SEES ME... AND THE 
MICROPHONE WiLL 
WARN FRALULEIN 
ZADAIN. 1 CAN'T 


BEWILDERED, BRENDA DOES 
NOT RESIST AS LADY PENELOPE 
GUIDES HER TOWARDS THE 
RESTRICTED AREA OF 


THAT'S 
1 MY DEAR... 
JUST A LITTLE 
FURTHER... 


7 CAN'T 
BELIEVE MY 


THOSE MEN OWN EYES... 


ARE WORKING 
FOR BEREZNIK... 
THE GIRLS AT THE 
SCHOOL ARE 
LNKNOWINGLY 
COMMITTING 
TREASON AGAINST, 
THE WORLD 
GOVERNMENT. 


tee : 
THE JOB IS NEARLY COMPLETED... 


BY THE TIME THEY 
REACH THE CELL IN 
WHICH SUSAN CLIVEDON 
IS BEING HELD 


EFFECTS OF THE GAS 
ARE WEARING OFF. 


71S PENNY WARQ.. 
THE GUARDS ARE 
SEARCHING FOR HER. 


(TS TRUE 
BRENDA, WiLL 
YOU HELP 
“usP 


OF COURSE SHE WILL. 
FIND THE CONTROL SWITCH 
TO OPERATE THE DORMITORY 
LOCKS. YOL/ MLUST GET ALL 
THE STUDENTS LIP TO 
THE SKI-RUN CHALET, 


WEARING SPECIAL GLASSES OVER HER 
EYES, HER LADYSHIP CONTINUES WITH 
THE LASER BEAM FOUNTAIN PEN... 


AFTER PASSING 
BEHIND HER 
EYES... 


STEP BRENDA, 
AND / SHALL 


[| MUST... BLT 
WHAT ABOUT. YOU, 
PENNY 


ONE OR TWO THINGS 
TO LEAVE AS A PARTING 
GIFT. WELL MEET YOU 
AT THE CHALET. NOW 
GO... AND HiRRY, 


1 DON'T THINK 


THEY BELIEVE ME, SUSAN. 
THATS NOT VERY 
GALLANT OF THEM, 
IS ITP 


— AREA... 


WHAT A PLEASANT 
, 52 FACTORY YOU HAVE HERE. 
> MY FRIEND AND / WERE 
j LIST LOOKING ROUND... 
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FTER much deliberation, there is only one word to describe 
Jimmy Savile’s London headquarters. “Seedy!” said the 
man himself, “I know, but I like it!” Although it was 

a beautiful Spring day, the curtains were drawn, 
blocking out the sunshine. A crackling transistor 
poured out non-stop pop into the humid room. 

Mr. Savile, dressed in paisley pyjama 
bottoms and a multi-coloured shirt of 
oriental design, had greeted me by bowing 
graciously and kissing my hand. This gave 
me the opportunity of inspecting his hair 
—a uniform black, and a pleasant 
change from his recent half-black, 
half-white style. 

I asked him whether consistent 
hair dying had had any ill effects on 
his scalp. “Not at all, not at all,” 
he said flicking the ash from his 
king-sized cigar on to the naked 
linoleum. “There’s plenty more 
where that came from.” 

However, another source 
threatens the extinction of 
the Savile coiffure. Wrest- 
ling. This new interest 
keeps Britain’s top disc- 
jockey and buffoon work- 
ing in a gymnasium six 
days a week. “I usually 
work in the early hours of 
the morning, and then 
sleep till about twelve 
o’clock,” he said, passing a 
hairy hand over his face. 

Mr. Savile is a great be- 
liever in feeling good. “Not 
necessarily fit, just good.” 
He feels happy most of the 
time, and can’t remember 
ever having felt unhappy. 
His eyes pop madly as he 
speaks. . 

He resents being called an 
eccentric, though he lives in 
absolute eccentricity. He has a 
derelict house in Salford, near 
Manchester, which is painted 
black both inside and out. “It’s a 
fight against time,” he said. “Either 
the council will pull it down, or else 
it'll fall down—it crumbles every time 
you look at it!” 


BLACK AND WHITE 
Jimmy Savile talks in a hasty, York- 
shire accent. His clothes are garish, mostly 
gifts. “People give me all sorts of things, 
boots, jackets, hats. Look at that; that’s a 
present.” He pointed to a shirt hanging behind the 
door, made from what looked like left-over bits of 
material. “Nice, isn’t it?” he said. I was forced to reply 
in the affirmative. 
He owns two Rolls-Royces, a black one and a white one. 
Other than that, he spends very little money on himself. 
“Pve just bought me Mum a flat in Scarborough, though.” It 
cost £15,000, a mere nothing to the man who is paid generously 
every time he opens his mouth to say “Ello guys and gals... 
and welcome to another swingin’ session of . . .” 


SAVILE AND SANDY 
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GET YOUR LOG BOOK & BADGE! ! 
A FREE PIGTURE GARD with 
every WALLS SKY RAY ! 


) Every smashing Sky Ray has a thrilling Picture Card: F225 Ge Oe am 
showing one of the stages in a real flight to the I. JOIN THE MOON FLEET NOW! | 
Moon. Men in Space, Moon Flight Plan, Space | SKY RAY MOON FLEET H.a. (LoG Book) | 
Training, the Launch Pad—you can follow the whole WALL'S HOUSE, GLOUCESTER ! 
flight on this fascinating series of 24 cards. I ] 
1 I wish to join the Sky Ray Moon Fleet, . | 
Every Wall's shop is now a Moon Fleet Base. icaaryenlmre eis nN | 

\ if enclose P.O./Stamps value 9d. 
\ Boys and girls can join the Sky Ray Moon Fleet at their nearest | and a Wall's Sky Ray Wrapper. 
\ Moon Fleet Base. Get your Moon Fleet Log Book and Badge | | 
x today! The Log Book has spaces for your Picture Cards anda | Hee I 
\ wallet for ‘swaps’. I ee | 
ae Theré will be exciting competitions and special offers for Moon : ADDRESS... | 
\ Fleet Members. Look out for them in your comic and on TV! | H 

ng 

~ ~ ! 1 
GET SKY RAY-HIGHWAY TOTHE MOON! I 


If you do not want to cut your comic write your name and address 
Isk 1- 10076 = —-— on a piece of paper and send it to Wall's, 
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FOUR PIONEERS SET OUT TO EXPLORE THE UNKNOWN... AND ARE NOW LOST IN SPACE! 


After being blown 
from the solar system < 
by a massive cosmic 
explosion, the Robin- 
son family are trying 
to find their way back 
to Earth... 


CULATIONS 
ARE CORRECT, WERE 


ONY 255 THAN THT’ 
ve SECONDS AWAY 
FROM THE GALACTIC 


DONT WORRY, ET... 


71M, THE AUXILIARY 
WE'RE BEING GENERATORS WILL 
THROWN AROUND \ TAKE OVER... WE 
LKE A CORK... SHOULD CLEAR 
THE LIGHTS ARE fp 


GO/NG OL... 
Ai | [MINUTES LATER... | LATER. 


GET 7O WORK ON 
THOSE STAR PHOTOCRALHS, 
YUNE... /M GOING TO FIND” 

OU? WHY THE POWER 
FAMED. 


tas THERES 
NOTING We CAN THESE STAR THERE'S ONLY 
DO 70 ALTER COURSE .\f_ PHOTOGRAPHS. ONE PLANET WITH 
THE SOLARILINA SHOW HUNDREDS . REALLY POSTTWVE 
BATTERIES HAVE OF PLANETS. THERE 


MLS7 BE DEPOSITS IG 
OF SOLAR/LIM ON 


BURNT OUT. 
ACCORDING 70 


MY CALCULATIONS, 

WE'RE ON COLLISION 

COURSE WITH THs 

PLANET SYBTEME 
SUNS 


~ Fahey, SETTER: ee 
«IS lea rr 


CRAIG MAKES A THE TWO. SPACEMOBILES 
DESPERATE EXPLODE FROM THE 
STATION. 


WE MUST GET 
BACK TO THE STATION. 
WITHIN TWO DAY, 7AM. 
AFTER THAT THE STATION J 
WILL BE DESTROVED! 


GET THE MINING 

EQUIPMENT TOGETHER. 
WERE GOING TO LAND 
ON THAT PLANET. 
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competition 


our fashion feature... 


So naturally, FAB Club has to get 
in on the act! Here goes, then, for 
meeting of the 
Agents Bureau—palette-style. 


another 


OUT OF ART ? 


HE winner of Illya’s portrait in oils 
on page eight... super colouring 
on page seven- 
teen... paintbox-coloured dresses in 


Federal 


Fashion (ART) Note: 


Art students—so often 
labelled as ‘scruffy’ — have 
been influencing fashion 
trends for years. Black 
stockings, once mocked 
as eccentric and quaint, 
are now worn by the most 
restrained dressers. Black 
eye make-up, long hair, 
leather and suede, pale 
lips, long  polo-necked 
jumpers ... all stem from 
art schools and now are 


adopted by 
models! 


Congo, chimpanzee at the 
London Zoo, is seen here with 
one of his paintings. Paintings 
by chimps, monkeys and 
gorillas are fetching amazing 
prices these days! Picasso 
owns a collection. And at a 
New York exhibition recently, 
some monkey paintings earned 
over £2,000! 

Our own Congo is one of the 
most famous and has produced 
600. His favourite colour is red 
and he does his pictures quite 
voluntarily — without being 
bribed or rewarded after- 
wards! 


__ IF YOU HAVE A 


\dow-dresser, start as 
a junior in the display de- 
partment of a large store. 
This may mean fetching 
and carrying and cutting 
out price tickets for a 
while, of course! Most 
local authorities run even- 
i classes and award 
diplomas after exams. 
Eventually, you may be in 
charge of the display de- 
partment and this can 
mean anything from 
combing street markets 
for grandfather clocks to 
hiring stuffed gorillas! 


Paint Your 
Furniture ~_ 
Pop! 


Old nursery chests-of- 
drawers and chairs can 
be given the latest 
‘gear’ look with POP ART stripes. 
Using any spare paint available, add 
multi-coloured patterns for the latest h 
look in interior decoration. Way-out est 
colour combinations are: lime/navy/ price... 
purple, ivory /sludge-brown/pale blue 

or dark slate blue/mustard/pink. see 
P.S.—Do check with mum first, or 
you could be in the dog-house for 
weeks afterwards! 


The 


ever paid in this 
country for a painting 
was £760,000 for 
Rembrandt's ‘Port- 
rait of the Artist’s 


front-page 


and would like to bea . 


FLAIR FOR ART... 


...and would like to bea 
fashion artist, remember 
that there is a lot of com- 
petition. It is necessary to 
develop your own individ- 
ual style. Most Art 
Schools run courses on 
fashion drawing. Then 
you can either join a firm 
of fashion wholesalers, or 
get on the staff of a news- 
paper or magazine. Better 
to take a diploma in a 
secondary subject such as 
dress-making and cutting, 
since this will improve 
your chances of getting a 
good job. 


maine a, a~ 
Son, Titus’. M. Rae, Zoe Mellen, 
Oakham. Wakefield. 


A Pin-up Board 


Buy an old, large picture frame (a 
few shillings in junk shops—or you 
may find one in the attic) and remove 
any glass. Then, instead of putting in a 
picture, pin or—using tough glue— 
stick a stiff piece of thick red felt over 
the backing and—wow—a super pin-up 
board. 

Use your board for pin-ups of Illya. 
Pin on your favourite snapshots, 
recipes you like, magazine cartoons 
that amuse you, comical headlines cut 
from newspapers, unusual matchboxes. 
Pretty it up with a fake cabbage rose. 
You can even hang up your beads and 
LAD PENELOPE pendant and chain 
on it! 


Cor 


cw 


Hanni 


FAB FACES FAB FACES FAB FACES FAB FACES FAB FACES FAB FACES 


Carol Mile: 
ventry. 


Newcastle-Under- 
Lyme. 


Rosina Clarke, 
London. 


se | Se 4 
ah Twigg, Janice Ledster, 


Harrow Weald. 


Published by City Magazines Ltd., 167/170, Fleet Street, London, E.C.4., England, in co-operation with A.P. Films (Merchandising) Ltd., London Coliseum, St. Mi 


jartins Lane, London, W.C.2., England, 


and printed in England by Eric Bemrose Ltd., Long Lane, Liverpool, 9. © 1966 City Magazines Ltd. and A.P. Films (Merchandising) Ltd. 


pretty as a picture.... 


Ten of these dresses 
to be won! 


Get into the spotlight in this 
delicious looking ‘mod’ dress by 
PRETTYMADE.  Shift-shaped 
and daubed with splashy flowers, 
the dress is trimmed with frills 
at the neck and round the three- 
quarter length sleeves. The dress 
comes in sizes 24' to 34’ and in 
a colour choice of lemon, tur- 
quoise, blue, pink or lime green. 
It is made of hand washable 
_ satinised cotton. 
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SUPER 
COLOURING 
COMPETITIO 


THERE are 10 dresses and 25 runner-up prizes of 
painting sets to be won in this week's competition! 
To enter, just colour the picture of Lady Penelope, 
shown here, in paints or crayons (do not use chalks or 
pastels). Then carefully cut out the picture AND coupon 
together. Fill in your name, age and address clearly on 
the coupon, and state the size of Prettymade dress you 
would like if you are one of the first ten winners. Post 
to the address on the entry coupon. 


The judges will take into consideration age, neatness 
and choice of colours used. Winners will be notified by 
post and their names will be published in LADY 
PENELOPE as soon as possible. NO CORRESPOND- 
ENCE, QUERIES OR PHOTOS SHOULD BE INCLUD- 
ED WITH ENTRIES AND ANY WHICH DO SO WILL 
BE DISQUALIFIED. 


RULES: The Editor's decision is final and legally binding, 
and no correspondence can be entered into regarding this 
competition. 

The rules for this competition are the same as those printed 
for previous competitions in LADY PENELOPE. A copy of 
them can be obtained by sending a self-addressed stamped 
envelope to the address on page 2. 


CLOSING DATE: May 3, 1966. 
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LADY PENELOPE COLOURING COMPETITION 


AGE... 


ADDRESS ... 


{fl win, | would like a Prettymade dress in size. 


POST To: LADY 
317, HIGH HOLBORN, Loy 


ELOPE COLOURING ¢ 


NDON W.c.99. OMPETITION, 


20 THUNDERBIRDS 
3D PAINTING SETS 


for runners-up! 


THERE’S ALWAYS MAGIC IN THE AIR WHEN THE ENCHANTING SAMANTHA IS AROUND! 


yi ONE MORNING, AS SAMANTHA'S AUNT 
CLARA DROPS IN FOR BREAKFAST... 


i 
a 
i 

i i" 


SAMANTHA, | JUGT KNOW 
THERES BOMETHING SPECIAL 


DAY, AUNT CLARA: 
OW HS DAY EVECY 
WE ARE 


MR. STEVENS! HOW 
QO YOU SET HERE? 


AND / 
COULD T THINK O 
FAMCER —n 
MORTALS ll 


WELL OKAY, 
VE VOU 


AFTER ALL, (OID 
we WEE THAT 
\ cg TRAFFICL 


YOU PEOPLE WATCH 7 
WHILE SAM AND / CLéEAe 
KRAVITZ ARE COMING LP THE OISHES, 


70 OINNER ... AND (VE Z 
THAT EVENING, AFTER A 
UTED) IMT ACER PLEASANT MORTAL DINNER... 


UNIMPRESSED BY THE 
THERE HE 18! /F 1 WAS WANDERING GAUCHO, THAT REMINDS 
THAT Ciel, 1 WOULDN'T “ ABNER KRAVITZ ME... EH? WHATS 
RUN AWAY FROM AMS 4 AAPPENING TO 
THE SCREENP 
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NEXT MOMENT... 


HAH, HAAH, 

MY BEAUTY! (VE 

FOUND VOU AT 
LASTS 


THE CHASE ISON... % = 
(7 18 NO USE, LIGHT Va: 
— OF MY LIFES 17 WAS 
WRITTEN THAT WE 
SHOULD MEET! 


fSEEEEKL 


HELLO! WASNT AND (CAN HEAR SOMEONE ¥: 
THAT THE FRONT }t SCREAMING, DARRIN. (T 
DOOR OPENING 7. SOUNDS LIKE GLADYS. 


AW, C' 
(KNOW SOMETIMES YOU 


OH, MY STARS! DARIN, 
KNOW JUST WHATS 
HAPPENED. 
ATWITCH OF SAMANTHAS 
NOSE GETS RID OF THE 
WANDERING GAUCHO... 


SAVE ME, 
ABNER! DON'T 


GET CARRIED AWAY, BUT 
THIS 18 RIDICLLOUS. 


LET HIM GET 
MES 


WELL, DO SOMETHING, 


THAT'S. RIGHT, 
DEAR! NOW You 
YUST SIT DOWN, AND 
14L GO AND FETCH 


E.. HE WAS RIBHT 
YOUR MEDICINES 


HERE IN THB ROOM! 
HE CHASED MES 
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LuLHH! DID You. 
WANT. SOMETHING... 
DEAR? 


PHEW! 1M GLAD WITEHES' 
W541 DAY 18 OVER FOR 


ANOTHER YEAR. 
op 
AND SO, TEE 
4 LTHINK, 18 
I F008 AD 
es GLADYES 
Ns @ 


Kec 
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THE FULL STORY ... HOW THE MYSTERIOUS AND BEAUTIFUL MARINA MAY NEVER SPEAK AGAIN 


S: =e 


Z HARDLY DARING TO MOVE, THEY WATCH 
finds a cure in AS AQUAPHIBIANS LEAVE THE TERROR 
TE 


ish approach FISH. n 


KEEP JO 
THE WALL...JF_ © 
THEY SEE US WE [A 
ARE FINIGHED! J 


ET SWIM FO 
COONADAS WITH 
ALL SPEED / 


TIME IS AGAINST THEM 
= FOR MARINA IS NEAR 
ZEIZING THE OPPORTUNITY, : TO _DEATI 
THEIR ESCAPE IS COMPLETED... : : . 


EXHAUSTED FROM HIS EXERTIO! 
BARINTH HANDS THE MEDICINE 
TO THE COONADAN PHYSICIA 
APHONY... 
ESALINTH 
APPROACHES! SHE /S 
FAILING FAST! 


1 ANEW 


A LONG MARINE HOUR PASSES... 
= =a 


Gal 7% 
SHE SURVIVES 
KECOVERING... 
LOOK, HER EYES: 

ARE OPENS 


IND THERE IS NO RESPONSE. 
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